WILD DOGS                     231
" I glanced behind ; there were twenty dogs
In a line with their noses down, Laid out on my track, and galloping on, While the setting sun all luridly shone
On their coats of a rufous brown.
" The plain was bare, but a mile away
Stood a single J&mun tree,
And, before you could wink, I was going strong, With the gait of a kangaroo bounding along,
Elastic and rapid and free.
" My record for doing the measured mile
In four and the fifth of a second Has never been beaten yet, I believe, Except upon that momentous eve,
When 'twas under three minutes, I reckoned.
"I fled like a flash, but do what I would,
The canines gained ground at each stride ; So at last I turned, took a deadly pot, And the leader fell to the ringing shot, Which went through his head, and he died.
"Hie friends in a trice devoured their king,
Whom till now they had faithfully followed. In a moment he disappeared, like the egg Which   a juggler picks  from  the   calf   of   your
So swiftly their monarch they swallowed.